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PROLOGUE. 


TO THE I 


TAMING OF THE SHREW, 


AND THE . 
WINTER's TALE. 
\ Mn AND SPOKEN BY 


Mr. G A K-14. 


O variaus things the tage has been com par d, 

As apt ideas ſtrike each humourous Bard. 

T his night, for want of better fimile, 

Let this our Theatre a Tavern be : | 8 


The poets vintners, and the wwaiters aue. 


Se as the cant and cuſtom of the trade is, 

You're welcome, Gem'min—kindly welcome, Ladies. 
To draw in cuſtomers aur bills are ſpread, | 
You cannot miſs the jign—'tis Shakiſpeare's Head. 

From this ſame head, this fountain-bead divine, 

For different palates ſprings a different wine! 
In which no tricks, to trengthen, or to thin em 
Neat as imparted. 19 French brandy u e / 


Hence for the-chaiceſt ſpirits flow Champaign ; | g 


bhoſe ſpantliug atoms ſhoot thro' every vein, 

hen mount in magic vaputrs to th enraptur'd brain ! 
Hence flow) for martial minds potations ſtrong ; 
And faweet love potions far the fair and young. . 
For you, my Hearts of Oak, for your regale, | To the Upper 
T here's good old Engliſh ſtingo, mild and flale. [Gallery. 
For high luxurious fouls, with luſcious fmack, 
T here's Sir John Falſtaff 7s a butt of Jack : 
And if the ftronger liquors more invite ye, © 
Bardolph i gin, and Piſtol agua wite. 

But ſhould you call for Falſtaff, auhere,to fnd him, 
He's gone——nor left one cup of fack behind him, 

4 Az 


Sand 


\ » 


Tit now confin'd and 


Surk in his elbow-chair, no more he'll roam ; 

No more with merry «wags to Eaſtcheap come; 

He's goneo ig, and laugh, and give his ſack at home, 

Hs for the learned Critics, Frave and deep, l 
Who catch at words, and Matching fall aſleep ; | 
Who in the ſtorms of paſſion—hiun—and haw ! 

For fuck, aur maſter will no liquor d radu 


So blindly eng far „ and ſo darkly read, 


They take Tom Durfey's for the Shak ſpeare's Head, 
A vintner once acquir'd both praiſe and gain, 
And fold much Perry for the bt Champaign, - 
Some rakes this precious ſtuff did ſo allure, 
T hey drank awhole nights —aubat f that—awhen wine is pure? 
* Come fill a bumper, Jack { will, my Lord—— 
* Here's cream — Damm d fine !——immenſe u 
my word /*? 


Fir William, what fay you Je beft, believe me 


In this EH Jack !a—the Devil can't deceive me. 
' Thus the wiſe Critic ton, miſtakes his wine, 
Cries out with lifted: hands, lit great . Divine . 
T hen jogs his ntighbotr as the wonders flrike him: 
T tis Shakſpeare ! Shakſpeare Oh there's nothing like him | 


In this night's various and enchanted cup, 


Some little Perry's mixt for filling np. 

T he five long as, from which our three are talen, 

Stretch'd out to fries, years, lay by, forſaken, 
then this precious litmor run to waſte, 

7, . Tonka for. _— 

Tit my chief wwifh, my joy, my only plan,; 

To Igſe no drop of that immertal nm t 


Juſt publiſhed, making 12 handſome Volumes elegant 
in Duodecimo, ornamented with upwards of 80 
Copper-Plates, price 21. 28. bound, on common 
Paper, or zl. 128. on Royal Paper, with proof Im- 
prefſious ; | 

THE | 


NEW ENGLISH THEATRE. 


Containing 60 of the beſt Tragedies and Comedies 
in the Engliſh Language; each Volume has a beau- 
tiful Vignette Title, and every Play a Frontiſpiece, 
exhibiting ſtriking Likeneſſes of the moſt favourite 
Actors and Actreſſes, deſigned and engraved by the 
beſt Artiſts. : 

* Any of the Plays which compoſe the New 
Engliſh Theatre, may be had ſeparate, price 6d. on 
common, or 1s. on royal Paper. 

The following Plays have been printed fince the firſh 
publication of the New Engliſh Theatre, and in 


the ſame elegant Mayner ; 


As you like it | Meaſure for Meaſure 

Beggar's Opera Merchant of Venice 
. Cymbeline | Merry Wives of Windſor 

Henry IV. part I. Much ado abbut Nothing 

Henry VIII. Othello 

Hamlet . Richard III. 

King ſohn Romeo and Juliet 

Love in a Village Tempeſt | 

Macbeth Winter's Tale. 

Maid of the Mill Good-natured Man. 


N. B. The reſt of Shakeſpeare's Plays will be pub- 
liſhed with all convenient ſpeed, 


The under-mentioned have lately been ornamented 
with new Plates, each contajning an animated Por- 
trait of Mrs, Siypoxs, all drawn by Stothard, and 
engraved by the moſt eminent Artiſts ; 


Fair Penitent Iſabella 
Gameſter Mourning Bride 
Grecian Daughter Venice Preſerv'd 
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TAMING OF THE SHREW. 


JE OY 


_ 


— — Won 


e 
SCENE, Baptiſta's Houſe. 
Enter Baptiſta, Petruchio, © and Grumio.* , 


— 


Bap. T HUS have I, gainſt my own ſelf-intereſt, 


, Repeated all the worſt you are t' expect 


From my ſhrewd daughter, Catherine ; if you'll venture 


Maugre my plain and honeſt declaration, 
Rte my free conſent, win her, and wed her. 

Per. Signior Baptifta,' thus it ſtands with me. 
Anthonio, my father, is deceaſed : | 
You knew him well, and, knowing him, know me, 
Left ſolely heit to all his lands and k | 
Which I have better'd, rather than decreas'd. 
And I have thruſt myſelf into the world, 
Haply to wive and thrive as beſt I may: 
My buſineſs akketh haſte, old Signior, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That cov*nants may be kept on either hand. 


Bap. Yes, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 


* 


My daughter's love, for that is all in all. 
Pet. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, father, 

J am as peremptory as ſhe proud- minded; 

And where two raging fires meet together, 

They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury. 

Tho' little fire grows great with little wind, 

Yet extreme guſts wilt blow out fire and all; 

So I to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me; OI 

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 


* Gram, Nay, look you, fir, he tells you flatly what * 
© his mind is: Why give him gold enough, and marrx 
© him to a puppet, or an old trot with ne'er a tooth in 
© her head. Though ſhe have as many diſeaſes as two 
£ and fifty horſes ; why nothing comes amiſs, 10 money 7 


A 4 ä e * Bap. | 


* comes wthal, 


7 


* 
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Bap. As J have ſhew'd you, fir, the coarſer fide, 
No let me tell you, ſhe is young and beauteous, - 
-* Brought up as beſt becomes a gentlewoman; 
Her only fault (and that is fault enough) 
* Is that ſhe is intolerably froward ; 
If that you can away with, ſhe is yours. 
Emm. I pray you, fir, let him ſee her while the hu- 
* mour laſts; O'my word an' ſhe knew him as well as I 
do, the would: think ſcolding would do little upon 
him. She may perhaps call him half a ſcore knaves, or 
* ſo; why, that's nothing; an' he begin once, ſhe'll find 
her match. I'II tell you what, fir, an' ſhe ſtand him 
but a little, he will throw a figure in her face, and ſo 
disfigure her with it, that ſhe ſhall have no more eyes to 
ſee withal than a cat Vou know. him not, fir,” - ü 
Bap. And will vou wos her, fir. 
Pet. Why came I hither but to that intent? 
Think you a little din can daunt my ears? 
Naxe I not in my time heard lions roar? . 
"Have I not heard the ſea puff d up with winds? _ 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field? 
And Heaven's artillery thunder in the ſkies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard ed had 
Loud larums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpets clangue ? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, | 
That gives not half ſo great a blow to hear, 
As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire? 
'Tuſh, tuſh! ſcare boys with bugs. 
Bap. Then thou'rt the man, | 
Tb man for Catherine, and her father too: 
'That ſhall ſhe know, and know my mind at once, 
F'll portion her above her gentle ſiſter, 
New married to Hortenfio : 
And if with ſcurril,taunt, and ſqueamiſh pride, 
She make a mouth, and will not taſte her fortune, 
I' turn ker forth to ſeek it in the world; 
Nor henceforth ſhall ſhe know her father's doors.” 
Per. Say'ſt thou me ſo ? Then as your daughter, ſig- 
nior 


Is rich enough to be Petrachio's wife z $4] 


Be 
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Be ſhe as curſt as Sac rates Xaniippe, 

She moves me not a whit Were ſhe as rough 

As are the ſwelling Adriatic ſeas, 

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. | 

Bap. Well may ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed; 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy words. 

Pet. Aye, to the proof, as mountains are for winds, - 
That ſhake not, tho they blow perpetually. 

Catherine and the Muſic-maſter make a uote within, 

Muſic-majter. Help! help! 

Cath. Out of the houſe, you ſcraping fool. 

Per. What noiſe & that? 

b Bap. Oh, nothing; this is nothing 

4 My daughrer Catherine, and her muſic- maſter; 

Ihis is he third I've had within this month: 

1 She is an enemy to harmony. | 

a Enter Muſic-maſter. 

How now, friend, why doſt look fo pale? 
Muſic-maſter. For fear, I promiſe you, if I do look pale. 
Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good muſician ? - 
Mufic-maſter. I think ſhe'll ſooner prove a ſoldier; 

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes, | 

Bap. Why then, thou canſt not break her to the lute ? 
Mu ſic-naſter. Why, no; for ſhe hath broke the lute to 


. . 

I did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, 
And bow'd her hand te teach her fingering, 
When. with a moſt impatient deviliſh ſpirit, | 
Frets call you them, quoth ſhe, I'll fret your fool's cap: 
And with that word; ſhe ſtruck me on the head, * 1 
[ And thro' the inſtrument my pate made way, 
1 And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
y As on a pillory, looking thro' the lute : 
While ſhe did call me raſcal-fiddler, - | 
And twangling Jack, with twenty ſuch vile terms, 
As the had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. | 

Pet. Now by the world, it is a luſty weach, 
J loye her ten times more than e er I did; 
Oh how I long to have a grapple with her! 

Muſic-maſter. I would * make another trial with 7 | 

| A; 0 


+ You think my bro 


But Kate—the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendou. 
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To purchaſe Padua; for what is paſt C. 
I'm paid prong s/he If at your leiſure, 
en fortunes, head and lute, 
Deſerve ſome reparation, you know where 
T' enquire for me; and ſo good gentlemen, + 


Tam your much diſorder'd humble ſervant. [ Extt. | 


4 Not yet mov'd, Petruchio / do you flinch? 
et. Tam more and more impatient, fir: and long 


Jo be a 1 in thoſe favourite pleaſures. 
3 


Bap. O, by all means, fir—WHll you go with me, 
Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kaze to you ? 
Per. I pray you do, I will attend her here. { Exit Bap. 
* Grumio, retire, and wait my call within. [ Exi: Gram,” 


Since that her father is ſo reſolute, 


I'll woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes; 
Say that the rail, why then, I'II tell her plain 
She tings as ſweetly as a nightingale 
Say that ſhe frown, I'Il ſay ſhe looks as clear 
As morning roſes, newly waſh'd with dew : 

Say the be mure, and will not ſpeak a word, 
*Nhen TH commend her volubility, | 


And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence. - 


If ſhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 
As tho” ſhe bid me ſtay by her a week; 
If ſhe deny to wed, I'll crave the day 8 h 
When I ſhall aſk the banns, and when be married 
But here ſhe comes, and now, Petruchio, ſpeak. 

Enter Catherine. | 


Cath, How | turn'd adrift, nor know. my father's 


houſe! 
Reduc'd to this, or none, the maid's laſt prayer; 
Sent to be wood like bear unto the ſtake ? | 
Trim wooing like to be and he the bear 
For I ſhall bait him—yet the man's a man. 
Per. Kate in a calm !—Maids muſt not be wooers, 


Good morrow, Kete, for that's your name, I hear. 


Cath, Well have you heard, but impudently ſaid, 
They call me Carherine that do talk of me. 

Pet. You lie, in faith, for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt, 
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Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation! 

Hearing thy mildneſs prais'd in every town, $* 6 

Thy virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 

Thy affahility and baſhful modeſty, 

(Vet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs) ; 

Myſelf am mov d to woo, thee for my wife. , 
Cath. Mov'd! in good time; let him that moy'd you 

hither, ec : 

Remove you hence! I knew you at the firſt, 

You were a moveable, .» .. | | 

Pet. A moveable ? Why, what's that? | 

Cath, A joint- ſtool. | 

Pez. Thou haſt hit it; come, fit on me. 

Cath. Aſſes are made to bear, and ſo ate you. 

Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee ; 4 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light 

Cath, Too light for ſuch a ſwain as you to catch. 

| | LG. 

Pet. Come, come, you waſp; i'faich, you are too 

„ angry. | 
Cath, If I be waſpiſh, beſt beware my ſting. 
Pet. My remedy, then is to pluck it out. * 

Cath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies. 

Pet. The fool knows where the honey is, ſweet Kate. , 
3 On to liſt ber. 


Cath. "Tis not for drones to taſte. | 
Per. That will I try. [She frikes hiths 
I ſwear III cuff you, if you ſtrike again. — 3 
Nay, come, Kate, come; you muſt not look fo ſour. 
Cath, Hbay can I help it, when J ſee that face; © } 
But I'll be ſhock'd no longer with the fight. [Gang. 
Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate ; in Tooth you ſcape not 16. — 
Cath, 1 chafe you, if I tarry—let me go. 
Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſling gentle; 
"Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 
And now I find report a very liar, 5 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing couttecus, 
But flow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring- time flowers; 
Thou canſt not frown, thou canſt not look aſkance, 
| e 
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Nor bite the lip as angry wenches will, 
Nor haſt thou, pleaſure to be croſk in talk; 
But thou with mildneſs entertain'ſ thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, ſoft and affable. | 
Cath. This is beyond all patience ; don't provoke me. 
Pet. Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ?- 
Oh ſland'rous world! Kate, like the hazle twig, | 
Is ſtrait, and ſlender, and as brown in hue | 
As hazle nuts, and ſweeter than the kernels. 
O let me ſee thee walk, thou doſt not halt. 
Cath. Go, fool, and whom thou kxep'ſt, command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian ſo become a grove, _ 
As Kate this chamber, with her princely gate? 
Oh be thou Dian, and let her be Kaze, | 
And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dian fportful. 


A 


Cath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech > 
Pet. It is extempore, from my mother wit. 
Cath. A witty mother, witleſs elſe her ſon. - 
Pet, Am I not wile? | 
Cath, Yes, in your own-conceit, 
Keep yourſelf warm with that, or elſe you 'H freeze. 
Pet. Or rather warm me in thy arms, my Kare / 


And therefore ſetting all this chat aſide, | 
| Thus in plain terms: your father hath conſented. 
That you fhall'be my wife; your dowry *greed on, 
And will you, mill you, I will marry you. 


Cath. Whether I will or no -O fortune's ſpite ! 
Pet. Nay, Kate, I am a huſband for your turn; 
For by this light, whereby I ſee thy beauty, 
(Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well) 


Thou muſt be married to no man but me: 
_ For I am he am born to tame you, Kate. 


Cath. That will admit diſpute, my ſaucy groom, 
Pet, Here comes your father; never make denial, 
J muſt and will have Catherine to my wife. 
; Enter Baptiſta: oF 
Bag. Now, fignior, now, how ſpeed you with my 
_ ©” eanpghter ? 5 NN | 
Pes. How ſhould I ſpeed but well, fir ? how but well? 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. 5 
C448 | ape 
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Bab. Why, how now, daughter Catherine, in your 


dumps ? 
Cath. Calkme daughter? Now I promiſe you 
You've ſhew'd a — chedy $2. 7 | 
To wiſh me wed one half lunatic; 
A mad-cap ruffian, and a ſwearing Tack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 4438 
Bap. Better this act than ſtarve, and that's your por- 
HOnm— 
Pet. Father, 'tis thus ; yourſelf and' all the world 
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; 
If ſhe be curſt, it is for policy; 
For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the dove; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn; 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecand Griſſel, 
And Roman Lucrece for her chaftity; 
And, to conclude, we've greed ſo well together, 
We have fix'd to-morrow for the wedding-day. 
Cath, I'll ſee, thee hang'd to-morrow, firſt—To-mor- 
row |— 


Bap. Petruchio, hark; ſhe ſays ſhe'll fee thee hang d 


firſt ; 
Is this your ſpeeding ? - 
Per. Oh! Mpeg, ſir, | | 
If ſhe and I be pleas'd, what's that to you; 
"Tis bargain*d *twixt us twain, being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall till be curs'd in company, 
Cath. A plague upon his impudence ! I'm vex d 
I'll marry my revenge, but I will tame him. [ Aide. | 
Pet. I tell you, tis incredible to believe ö 
How much ſhe loves me; Oh! the kindeſt Late? 
She hung about my neck, and kiſs on kiſs, 
She vied ſo faſt, proteſting oath on eath, 
'That in a twink ſhe won me to her love. 
Oh! you are novices; tis a world to ſee 
How tame, when men and women are alone 
Give me thy hand, Kaze, I will now away 
To buy apparel for my gentle bride : | 
ather, aq the feaſt, and bid the gueſts. | 
Bap. —92 thou ſay, my Catherine Gire thy 


Cath, 


* 


* 
— —— ä — — 
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Cath, Never to man ſhall Cath'rine give her hand: 


Here tis, and let him take it an' he dare. 


Pet. Were it the fore-foot of an angry bear, 
Id ſhake it off; but as it is Kate's, I kiſs it. 
Cath. You'll kiſs it cloſer, e er our moon be wain'd. 
Bap. Heav'n ſend you joy, Perruchio—'tis a match. 
Pet. Father and wife, adieu. I muſt away 
Unto, my country-houſe, and ſtir my grooms, 
Scower their country ruſt, and make em fine, 


For the reception of my Catherine. 


We will have rings, and things, and fine array, 
To- morrow, Kate, ſhall be our wedding-day. 
FIVE [ Exit Petruchio. 
Bap.- r daughter, though the man be ſomewhat 
2 wild, | 
And thereto frantic, yet his means are great ; 
Thou haſt dene well to ſeize the firſt kind offer, 


For by thy mother's ſoul, 'twill be the laſt. 


Cath. My duty, fir, hath followed your command. 
Bap. Art thou in earneſt ? Haſt no trick behind? 
I'll take thee at thy word, and fend t' invite 


My ſon-in-law, Hortenſio, and thy ſiſter, 


And all our friends, to grace thy nuptials, Kate. 
| 1 8 [Exit Baptiſta, 
Cath, Why, yes; fiſter Bianca now ſhall ſee 
The poor abandon'd Catherine, as ſhe calls me, 
Can hold her head as high, and be as proud, 
And make her huſband ſtoop unto her lure, 
As ſhe, or e'er a wife in Padua. 
As double as my portion be my ſcorn : 
Look to your ſeat, Petruchio, or I throw you. 
Catherine ſhall tame this haggard——or if ſhe fails, 
Shall tye her tongue up, and pare down her nails. | Exit. 


— — 


. 
Euter Baptiſta, Hortenſio, Catherine, Bianca, and Atten- 


dans. 


That Catherine and Fetruchis ſhould be 3 


B GIGNIOR Horterfio, this is ch appointed day, 
pu | * 


* 


THE TAN OF THE SHREW. ' 15 


? And yet we hear not of our ſon-in-law. 
What will be ſaid? what mockery will it be, 
To want the bridegroom when the prieſt attends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage? 
What ſays Horten/io to this ſhame of ours? 3 
Cath. No ſhame but mine; I muſt, forſooth, be forced 
To give my hand oppos'd againſt my heart, | 
Unto a mad-brain Rudeſby, full of ſpleen, 
Who woo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leiſure. 
T told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 
Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour ; 
And to be noted for a merry man, 
He'll woo a thouſand, 'point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite ; yea, and proclaim the banns, 
Yet never mean to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Now muſt the world point at poor Catherine, 
And fay, lo! there is mad Petruchio's wife, 
If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
Bian. Such haſty matches ſeldom end in good. 
Hor. Patience, good Catherine, and Bianca too; 
n my lite, Petructis means but well, 
Whatever fortune ftays him from his word ; 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe; 
Tho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. ' 
Cath. Would I had never ſeen his honeſty, — 
- Oh! I could tear my fleſh for very madneſs, | 
[Exit Catherine. 
Bap. Follow your ſiſter, girl, and comfort her. 1. 
d [ Exit Bianca. 
] cannot blame thee now to weep and rage, 
© For ſuch an injury would vex a faint; 
Much more a Shrew of thy impatient humour. 
Hur. Was ever match clapt up ſo ſuddenly! _ 
Bap. Hortenſis, faith, I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate mart. © - 
* Hor. "Twas a commodity lay fretting by ou? 
will bring you gain, or periſh on the ſeas.” - 
Bap. The gain I ſeek is quiet in the match. 
\ © [for, No doubt Perrachiss got a quiet catch“. 


and there pieeed with pack- thread. 
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| Enter Biondello. 17 

Bion. Maſter, maſter! news ! and ſuch news as ycu 
never heard of. 

Bap. Is Petruchio come ? 

Bion. Why no, fir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bion. He is coming; but how? Why in a new hat, 
and an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches, thrice turned ; 
a pair of boots that have been candle caſes, one buckled, 
another laced ; an old rufty ſword, ta'en out of the town 
armory, with a broken hilt, and chapeleſs, with two 
broken points; his horſe hipped with an old mothy ſad- 
dle, the ſtirrups of no poſſeſſed with 
the glanders, and like to / moſe in the chine, troubled 
with the lampaſſe, infected with the farcy, full of 
Vvind-galls, ſped with ſpavins, raied with the yellows, 
x pr cure of the fives, itark 2 with the 8 
* be-gnawn with the bots, waid in the back, and ſhoul- 
der ſhotten, near legged before, and with a half check d 
bit; and a head ſtall of ſheep leather, which being re- 
ſtrained to keep him from ſtumbling, hath been often 
burſt, and now repaired: with knots; one girt fix times 

ieced, and a woman's crupper of velure, which hath two 
— for her name, fairly ſet down in ſtuds, and here 
Bap. Who comes with him? ; Lo: 
Bion. O fir, his lacquey, for all the world capariſoned 
like the horſe, with a linen ſtock on one leg, and a ker- 
ſey boot hoſe on the other, gartered with a red and blue 
lift, an old hat, and the humour of forty fancies pricked 
upon it for a feather—A monſter ! a very monſter in ap- 
e and not like a CHriſtiam foot- boy, or a gentleman's 
uey. | 
Fd J am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 
Enter Petruchio and Grumio, fantaſtically habited. 

Pet. Come, where be theſe gallants? Who is at home? 

Bap. Yow re welcome, fir. 

Pet. Well am I come then, fir. | 
Bap. Not ſo well parell'd as I wiſh you were. 

Pet, Why were it better, I ſnould ruſh in thus: * 

$76 ; t 


THE TAMING OF THE HRE W. 27 


But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride ? 

How does my father? Gentles, methinks you frown ; 
And wherefore gaze this 22 company ? 

As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 

Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? _ | | 
Bap. Why, fir, you know this is your wedding- day; 
Firſt, we were ſad, fearing you would not come, | 

Now ſadder, that you come ſo. unprovided, 
Fy !, doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An eye-ſore to our ſolemn feſtival, 
Her. And tell us what occafion of import 
Hath all along detain'd you-from your wite, 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike yourſelf ? 
Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 
Loet it ſuffice, I'm come to keep my word; 
But where is Kate ? I ſtay too long from her; 
The morning wears; tis time we were at church. 
Hor. See not your bride in theſe unreverent robes 3 - 
Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 
Pet. Not I, believer me, thus I'Il viſit her." 
Bap. But thus I truſt you will not marry her? 
Pet. Goodſooth, even thus; therefore ha done with 
words; | | 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloaths : 
Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 
As I could change theſe poor-accoutrements, 
TI were well for Kate, and hetter for myſelf, 
But what a fool am I to chat with you, 
When I ſhould bid good-morrow to my bride, 
And ſeal the title with a lovely kiſs? 
What, ho! my Kate! my Kate / [Exit Petruchio. 
Hor. He hath ſome meaning in this mad attire : 
We will perſuade him, be it poſſihle, 
To put on hetter, ere he go to church. 
Bap. III after him, ſee th event of this. 
Exeunt all but Grumio. 
Grum. He's gone ſwearing to church with her. I 
would ſooner have led her to 2 gallows. If he can but 
hold it, tis well—And if I know any thing of myſelf” 
and maſter, no two men were-ever born with ſuch _ 
des 


K. 
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lities to tame women. When madam goes home, we 
muſt look for another-guiſe maſter than we have had.— 
We ſhall ſee old Coil between 'em.——1f I can ſpy into 
futurity a little, there will be much clatter among the 
moveables, and ſome practice for the ſurgeons. By this 
the parſon has given em his licence to fall together by 


the ears. 5 | 
Enter Pedro. | 

Ped. Grumio, your maſter bid me find you out, and 
ſpeed you to your country-houſe, to prepare for his re- 
ception, and if he finds not things as he expects em, 
according to the directions that he gave y#u, you know, 
he ſays, what follows: This meſſage he delivered before 
his bride, even in ker way to church, and ſhook his whip | 
in token of his love. | 


Grum. I underſtand it, fir, and will convey the ſame 


token to my horſe immediately, that he may take to his 
heels, in order to ſave my bones, and his own ribs. 


| Exit Grumio, 
Ped. So odd a maſter, and ſo fit a man, 
Were never ſeen in Padua before. 
in 07 Enter Biondello. 
Now, Biandollo, came you from the church? 
Bian. As willingly as e'er I came from ſchool. 


* 


Ped. And is the bride and bridegroom coming home? 


Bion. A bridegroom, ſay you ? tis a groom indeed; 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find. 
Ped. Curiter than ſhe ? why, tis impoſſible. 
Bion. Why, he's a devil; a devil! a very fiend ! 
Ped. Why, ſhe's a devil; a devil! the devil's dam, 
Bian. Tut! ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 


I'll tell you, brother Pedro, when the prieſt 


Did aſk if Catherire ſhould be his wife, 

Aye, by gvgs-wounds, quoth he, and ſwore ſo loud, 
That, all amaz'd, the prieſt let fall his book; 

And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 

This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, _ 
That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieſt, 


Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift. 


Ped. What ſaid the wench when he roſe up again? 
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Bion. Trembled and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp'd and 


ſwore, 5 
As if the vicar went to cozen him. | 
But after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine; a health, quoth he, as if 
He'd been aboard carouſing to his mates 
After a ſtorm ; quafft off the muſcadel, 
And threw the ſops all in the ſexton's face; 
Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aſk 
His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
The bride about the neck, and kiſs'd her lips 
With ſuch a elamorous ſmack, that at the paiting 
All the church echo'd ; and I ſeeing this, 
Came thence for very ſhame ; and after me 
I know the rout is coming. | 
Such a mad marriage never was before—[ Mc. 

Hark, hark, I hear the minſtrels play. | | 
Enter Petruchio (Singing) Catherine, Bianca, Hortenſio, 
and Baptiſta. 

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
ains; | 
I know you think to dine with me to-day, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedviay cheer 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth. call me hence; 
And therefore, here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. Is't poilible you will away to- night? 
Pet. J muſt away to-day, before night come. 
Make it no wonder, if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would intreat me rather $0 than ſtay ; 


| And, honeſt company, I thank you all, 


That have beheld me give away myſelf 
To this moſt patient, ſweet, and virtuous wife: 
Nine with my father, drink a health to me, 


For I muſt hence, and farewel to you all. 


Hor. Let me intreat you, ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 
Bian, Let me intreat you, that my ſiſter ſtay ; 
I come on purpoſe to attend the wedding; 
And pafs this day in mirth and feſtival, -- » | 
Lets 
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Pet. It cannot be, 
Cath, Let me intreat you. 
Pet. T am content. 
Cath, Are you content to ftay ? 
Pet. I am content, you ſhall intreat my ſtay; 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 
Cath. Now if you love me, ſtay. 
Pet. My horſes, there! what, ho! my horſes there! 
Cath. Nay then, | 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to-day; 
No, nor to-morrow; nor till I pleaſe myſelf, 
The door is open, fir, there lies your way; 
You may be jogging, while your boots are green. 
For me, I'll not go till I pleaſe myſelf; 
*T1s like you'll prove a jolly ſurly groom, 
'To take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly, 
Bap. O Kate, content thee ; pr'ythee, be not angry. 
Cath, I will be angty; what haſt thou to do: 
Father, be quiet; he ſhall ſtay my leiſure. 
Hor. Ay, marry, fir, now it begins to work. 
Cath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner, 
I'fee a woman may be made a fool, 
If ſhe had not a ſpirit to reſiſt, | 
Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy command, 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her: 
Go to the feaſt, revel and domineer; 
Carouſe full meaſure to her maidenhead ; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourſelves ; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me, 
Nay look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
Iwill be maſter of what is mine own; 
She is my goods, my chattels ; ſhe is my houſe, 
My houſhold-ſtuff, my field, my barn, | 
My horſe, my ox, my aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her whoever dare; 
I'll bring my action on the proudeſt he 
That ſtops my way in Padua; Petruchio, 
Draw forth thy weapon,  thou'rt beſet with tlyeves ; 
Reſcue thy wife then, if thou be a man, 
Fear not, ſweet wench, they. ſhall not touch thee, hy : 
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Tu buckler thee againſt a million, Kare. 
| [ Exennt Petrucho a Catherines 
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
© Hor. Of all mad matches never was the like. 
© What's your opinion of your gentle fiſter ? 1383 
« Bian. That being mad herfelf, ſne's madly match'd, 
Bap. Neighbours and friends, tho* bride and brides 
* groom want 
© For to ſupply the places at the table 
* You know there wants no junkets at the feaſt, 
* Hortenſio, you ſupply the bridegroom's/place, 
© And let Bianca take her fiſter's room, 
* Bian. My ſiſter's room! were I in her's indeed, 
This ſwaggerer ſhquld repent his inſolence. 
Exeunt omnes 
SCENE, before Petruchio's Hane. ; 
1 Enter Gramio, | | 
Grum. Fy, fy on all jades,. and all mad maſters, and 
foul ways! Was ever man ſo beaten ?- Was ever man ſo 
raide ! Was ever man ſo weary? I am ſent before to 
make a fire, and they are coming after to warm them. 
Now were I not a little pot, and ſoon hot, my very lips 
might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my 
mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I ſhould come by à 
a fire to thaw- me, but I with blowing the fire ſhall warm 
myſelf, for conſidering the weather, a taller man than I 
will take cold— Holla, hoa, Curits / 
| Enter Curtis. - 
Cur. Who is it that calls ſo coldly ? | | 
_ Gram. A piece of ice. If thou douht it, thou may ſt 
flide from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater a run 
but my head and my neck. A fire, good Cm.. 
Cur. Is my maſter and his wife coming, Gramio ? 
Grum. Oh, ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore, fire, fire, 
caſt on no water. 1 | 
Cur, Is ſhe ſo hot a Shrew as ſhe's reported ? es 
Gram. She was, good Curtis, before the froſt; but 
thou 'know'ſt, winter tames man, woman, and beaſt, for 
it hath tamed my old maſter, and my new miſtreſs; and 
myſelf, fellow Curtis. | , 
Cur. Away, you thick-pated fool; I am no beaſt. 


Grum, 
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Grum. Where's the cook? Is ſupper ready, the houſe 


Ill - trimmed, ruſhes ſtrewed, cobwebs. ſwept, the ſerving- 


men in their new fuſtian, their white ſtockings, and 
every officer his wedding-garments on? Be the Jack's 
fair within, the 7il/'s fair without, carpets laid, and 
every thing in order ? 
Czr. All ready : and therefore, I pray thee, what 
news? - p | 
Serum. Firſt know, my horſe is tired, and my maſter 
and miſtreſs fallen out, 

Cur, How ? | 

Gram. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt; and thereby 
hangs a tale. 

ur, Let's ha't, good Grumio. 

Grum, Lend thine ear, 
- Car, Here, 

Grum. There. | [Strikes him, 
Cur. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 
Gram. And therefore is called a ſenſible tale: And this 
cuff was but to Knock at your ear, and beſeech liſtening. 
Now I begin: mprimis, we came down a foul hill, my 
maſter riding behind my miſtreſs, — 

Cur. Both on one horſe ? 
Grum, What's that to thee ? tell thou the tale. But 
hadſt thou not croſt me, thou ſhouldſt have heard how 
her horſe fell, and ſhe under her horſe ; thou ſhouldſt 
' have heard in how miry a place; how ſhe was bemoiled ; 
how he left her with the horſe upon her, how he beat me 
becauſe her horſe ſtumbled, how ſhe waded through the 
dirt to pluck him off me; how he ſwore, how ſhe prayed, 
that never prayed before! how I cryed, how the horſes 
ran away, how her bridle was burſt, how I loſt my crup- 
r; how my miſtreſs loſt her {lippers, tore and bemired 
Fer arments, limped to the farm-houſe, put on Rebecca's 
old ſhoes and petticoat ; with many things worthy of me- 
mory, which now ſhall die in oblivion, and thou return 
mnexperienced to thy grave. | ves 
Cur. By this reckoning, he is more ſhrew than ſhe. 
Grum. Ay, for the nonce—and that, thou and the 


proudeſt of you all ſhall find, whan he comes home. 
ut 
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But what talk I of this? call forth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Ni- 
cholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarſop, and the reſt : Let their 
heads be ſleek combed, and their blue coats bruſhed, and 
their garters of an indifferent knit ; let them courteſy 
with their left legs, and not preſume to touch a hair of 
my maſter's 'horſe tail, till they kiſs their hands. Are 
they all ready? 

Cur. They are. 1 

Grum, Call them forth. X 

Cur. Do you hear, ho! Nathaniel, Jaſeph, Nichala 
&c, Where are you ? 

Emer Nathaniel, Philip, &c. 

Nath. Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil. How now, Grumi ? | 

Pet. What, Grumio 

Nich. Fellow Grumio ! . 

Nath. How now, old lad! 

Grum. Welcome, you; how now, you; what you; 
fellow you; and thus much for greeting. Now, my 
ſpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? 

Nath. All things are ready; how near is our maſter ? 

Grum. Een at hand, alighted by this; and therefore, 
be not Cock's paſſion! Silence, I hear my maſter. 

Enter Petruchio and Catherine. 
Pet. Where are theſe knaves ? What, no man at 
Door, to hold my ſtirrup, or to take my horſe ? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? | 
All. Here, here, fir ; here, fir. . 
Pet. Here, ſir; here, ſir; er ſir; here, ſir! 
You loggerheaded and unpoliſh'd.grooms ; 
What, — attendance, 5 8 ? 
- Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before? 
Grum, Here, fir, as fooliſh as I was before. | 
Pet, You peaſant ſwain, you whorſon malt-horfe' 


drudge, 
Did I not bid Nos meet me in the park, 
And bring along theſe raſcal knaves with thee ? 
Grum. Mathaniel's coat, fir, was not fully made; 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'th heel: 
There was no Link to colour Peter's hat, 


And 
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And Walter's dagger was not come from ſheathi 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Giro 
The reft were ragged, old, and beggarly: 
Vet as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
Pet. Go, raſcals, 80 and fetch my ſupper in. 
« [| Exeant- deans 


6 81 NGS. 
© Where is the life that late I led? 
« Where are thoje— Sit down, Kate, 
And welcome Sand, ord, -/oud, fond.” 
Enter Servants, with ſupper. © | 
Why, when, T-fay? Nay, good ſweet Kate, be ry 
Off with my boots, you Rogue: you villains, with 7 — 
© SIGs. | 
ft qua a fryar of orders 1 
| « As; he veg cunt on Fu | 
Out, out, you rogue: you pluck my foot _ 
| Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. 
* *[Strikes him. 
Fe merry, Kats p Sine Watt ed What, ho a! 
Where 8 my ſpaniel Tunit 9 ' Sirrah, > =C/ henee. 
And bid my couſin Ferdinun come hi 
One, Kate, that von muſt kiſs and be acquainted with,” 
Where are my ippers' ? Shall I have fome water? 
Enter Servant, with avnter. 
Come, Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily. 
Servant let fail the water. 
You whoreſon villain vin youilet 3 it fall ? Na 
Cath. Patience, | pray yp yon, 'twas a fault —— 
Pet. A whorefon; headed; fap-ear'd knare 
Come, Kar, fit down.; I know you have a Romach, 
Cath. Indeed I have : ” 
And never was repaſt ſo welcome to me. 
Pet. Will you give thanks; fweet _ or elſe Mall I? 
What's this, mutton? 
Serv. Ves. | 
Pet. Who brought it? , 
Serv. I. 
Per. "Fis burnt, T0 je (the Witt. 
What dogs are theſe?! Where is the rafoal-cook? - 


How 
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How durſt you, villain, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus to me, that love it not? | 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all, 
| [Dorus the meat, Ic. about, 

You heedleſs jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves! 
What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you ſtraight, 

| [ Exennt all the Servants. 
 - Cath. I pray you, huſband, be not fo diſquiet; 

'The meat was well, and well I could have cat, 

If you were ſo diſpos d; I'm fick with faſting. 
Pet, I tell thee, Kate, twas burnt and dry d away, 
And I expreſly am forbid to touch it; 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger; 
And better it were that both of as did faſt, 
Since of ourſelves, ourſelves are choleric, 
Than feed it with ſuch over-roafted fleſh- - 
Be patient; to- morrow it ſhall be mended, 
And for this night we'll faſt for company. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. Av. 
Enter Nathaniel, Peter, ard Grumio. 
* Nath, Peter, didſt thou ever fee the like? 

Peter. He kills her in her own humour. I did not 
© think ſo good and kind a maſter could have put on ſo 
* reſolute a bearing. | 

 Grum. Where is he? 

C Enter Curtis, 

© Cur. In her chamber, making a ſermon of conti- 
© nency to her, and rails, and ſwears, and 'rates ; and 
* ſhe, poor ſoul, knows not which way to ſtand, to look, 
© to ſpeak; and fits as one new riſen from a dream. 
Away, away, for he is coming hither. [ Exeunt. 

| Fra f ow — 381 

Pet. Thus have I politicly begun my rei 
* And 'tis my hope wen ſucceſifully N * 
My falcon now 1s ſharp, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her lure. 
* Another way I have to man my haggard, 
© To make her come, and know — call: 
* That is, to watch her, 5 we watch. theſe kites 


That 
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That bit and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none ſhall eat; 
Laſt o_ ſhe ſlept not, nor to-night ſhall not : 
« As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 

III find about the making of the bed; 

And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolſter, 
This way the coverlet; that way the fheets ; | of of 
© Aye, and amid this hurly, I'Il pretend Es 
© 'That all is done in reverent care of her : 
© And, in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night; 

And, if ſhe chance to nod, I'Il rail and brawl, 
© And with the clamour keep her ftill awake. 
Ibis is the way to kill a wife with kindneſs, 

And thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong humour 
He that knows better how to tame a ſhrew, | 
Now let him ſpeak, tis charity to ſhew.” [ Exit, © * 


K —_—_ ä 


1 
Enter Catherine and Grumio. 


Grum, O, no, forſooth, I dare not for my life. 
Cath, 4 N The more my wrong, the more his ſpite 
CE A 525 


| 2 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me? 


* Beggars that come unto my father's door, 
VU pon intreaty have a preſent alms; 

«© If not, elſewhere they meet with charity : 
© But], who never knew how to intreat, 

© Nor ever needed that I ſhould intreat, 

Am ftary'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep ; 
With caths kept waking, and with brawling fed; 
And that which ſpites me more than all theſe wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love: 

© As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſleep or eat, 


© ”Twere deadly ſickneſs, or elfe preſent death !'— 


I pr'ythee go, and get me ſome repaſt ; 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food. 
Grum, What ſay you to a neat's foot ? 8 
| 1 d A. 
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Cath. 'Tis paſſing good; I pr'ythee let me have it. 


Grum, ] fear it is too phlegmatic a meat. 


How ſay you to a fat tripe, hnely boiled? 


Cath, I like it well; Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gum. I cannot tell—I fear, it's choleric. 


What ſay you to a piece of beef and muſtard ? 


Ceth, A diſh that I do love to feed upon. 
Crum. Aye, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 
Cath. Why then, the beef, and let the muſtard reſt. _ 
Grum, Nay' that I will not, you ſhall have the muſ- 
tard, 
Or elſe you get no beef of Grumi, 
Cath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Grum, Why then, the muſtard, dame, without the beef. 
Cath, Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding flave, 
f | [ Beats bin. 
That feed'ſt me only with the name of meat: 


Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 


That triumph thus upon my miſery. 
Go, get thee gone, I ſay. | 
x Enter Petruchio. 
Pet. How fares my Kate ? | 
What, ſweeting, all amort ? Miſtreſs, what cheer ? 
Cath. Faitk as cold as can be. : 
Pet. Pluck up thy ſpirits, look cheerfully upon me. 


For now, my honey- love, we are refreſh'd— - 


Cath, Refreſh'd, with what ? 

Per. We will return unto thy father's houſe, 
And revel it as bravely as the beſt, 
With fitken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With ruffs and cuffs, and — and things: 
With ſcarffs, and fans, and double change of brav'ry, - 
Now. thou haſt eat, the taylor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy body with his ruſtling treaſure. 

Enter Taylor. 
Come, taylor, let us ſee theſe ornaments. 
Enter Haberdaſher. 

Lay forth the gown—What news with you, fr? 

Haber. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak. 

Pet. Why this was moulded on a porringer ; 


B 2 A vel- 
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A velvet diſh : fy, fy, tis lewd and filthy: 
Why tis a cockle, or a walnnt-ſhell, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap. 
Away with it, come, let me have a . 
Cath. I'll have no bigger; this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear ſuch caps as theſe, 
Pe. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not till then. | | 44k 
Cath, Why, fir; I truſt J may have leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak I will; I am no child, no babe; 


Your betters have'endur'd me ſay my mind; 


And if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your ears; 


My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 
Or elſe my heart, concealing it, will break z 
And rather than it ſhall, I will be free, 
Een to the utmoſt as I pleaſe in words. 
Pet. Thou ſay ſt true, Kate, it is a paultry cap, 
A cuſtard coffin, bauble, ſilken pie. | 
J love thee well, in that theu Iik'ſt it not. 
Cath. Love me, or lode me not, I like the cap, 
And I will have it, or I will have none. 
Pet. Thy gown ? why, aye; come, taylor, let me ſee't. 
O mercy, Heaven! what maſking ſtuff is here? 
What's this, a ſleeve? Tis like a demi-canon ; 
What up and down, cary'd like an apple-tart ! 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and ſliſh, and flaſh, 
Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop. © 
Why, what the devil's name, taylor, call'ſt thou this? 
Grym. I ſee ſhe's like to've neither cap nor gown. 
Taylor. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion of the time. | 
Piet. Marry, and did: but if you be remember'd, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 31 
Co, hop me over every kennel, home; 
For you ſhall hop without my cuſtom, fir : 
IH none of it; hence; make your beſt of it. 
Cath. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gown, 
More quaint, more pleaſing, nor more commengable : 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. Ag” OM 
Pet. Why, true; he means to make a puppet of thee, 


Taylar , 
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Taylor. She ſays your worſhip means to make a puppet 
of her. 

Pez. Oh! moſt monſtrous arrogance! 

Thou lieſt, thou thread, thou thimble, 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail. 
'Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket, thou ! 

Brav'd in mine own houſe, with a ſkein of thread! 
Away thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 

Or I ſhall ſo bemete thee with thy yard, 

As thou ſhall think on prating whilſt thou liv'| ;* 

I tell thee, I, hat thou haſt marr'd the gown. 

Taylor. Your worſhip is deceived, the gown is made 
Juſt as my maſter had direction; Grumis gave order how 
2t ſhould be done. | 

Grum. I gave him no order, I gave him the ſtuff. 

Taylor. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made? 

Grum, Marry, fir, with a needle and thread. 

Taylor. But did you not requeſt to have it cut? 

Grum. Though thou haſt faced many things, face not 
me : 1 ſay unto thee, I bid thy mafter cut the gown, but 
I.did not bid him cut it to pieces. £rgo, thou leſt. 

Taylr. Why, here is the note of the faſhion to teſtify. 

Pet. Read it. 

Taylor. Imprimis, a looſe-bodied gown. ' 

Grum. Maſter, if ever I ſaid a looſe-bodied gown, ſew 
me up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death with a 
bottom of brown thread: I faid a gown. , 

Pet, Proceed. 

Tayhr. With a Tmall compals cape. 

Grum, I confeſs the cape. 

Taylor. With a trunk ſleeve. 

Grum, I confeſs two ſleeves. 

Taylar. The ſleeves curiouily cut. 

Pei. Ay, there's the villainy. | 

Grum, Error i'th' bill, fir; error 1'th* bill; I com- 
manded the fleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſowed upon 
again, and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy little 
finger be armed in a thimble. 

Taler. his is true that I ſay; an' I had thee in a 
Place; chou ſhouldſt know it, 

22 Cra. 
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Crum. I am for thee, ſtraight—Come"on, you parch- 
ment ſhred! FE | * hey fight. 
Pet. What, chickens ſparr in preſence of the Nie 

I' ſwoop upon you both ? out, out, ye vermn! 

Din einn , 

Cath. For Heaven's fake, fir, have patience l how you 


fright me! - [hing. 
Pet. Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto your 2 
ther's, 1 


Even in theſe honeſt, mean habiliments: 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor; 
For tis the mind that makes the body rich; 
And as the ſun breaks thro? the Aube cloud, 
« So -konour *peareth in the meaneſt habit. 
* What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
s Becauſe his feathers are more beautiful? 
« 2 adder better than the eel, pn. => 
* Becauſe his painted {in contents the eye? 
* Oh, no, good Kate F neither art thou hs worſe 
* For this poor furniture, and mean array. 
If thou accounts't ſhame, lay it on me; 
And therefore frolic; we will hence, forthwith, 
To feaſt and ſport it at thy father's houſe : © 
Go call my men, and bring our horſes out. 

Cath. O happy hearing! let us ſtrait be gone; 
I-cannot tarry here another day. G 

Pes. Cannot, my Kate! O fy! indeed you can 
Beſides, on ſecond thoughts, tis now too late, 

For, look, how bright and goodly ſhines the moon. 
Catb. The moon! the ſun; it is not moon- light now. 
Pet. 1 ſay it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 

Cath, I ſay it is the ſun that ſhines ſo bright. 
Pet. Now by my mother's ſon, and that's myſelf, 
It ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what I liſt, 
Or ere I journey to your father's houſe. 
Go on, and fetch our horſes back again; 
Evermore croſt, and croſt; nothing but croſt ! 
Gram. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Cath. J fee tis vain to ftruggle with my bonds; 
So be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe ; 


And 


THE TAMING OF THE SHREW, 31 


And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 
— 3 Jvow, it ſhall be ſo for me. 
Pet. I ſay it is the oon. 4 
Cath, I know it is the moon. 
Per. Nay then, you lie, it is the bleſſed ſun, 
Cath. Juſt as you pleaſe, it is the bleſſed ſun; 
But ſun it is not, when you ſay it is not; 
And che moon changes, even as your mind: 
What you will haye it nam'd, even that it is, 
And ſo it ſhall be for your Catherine. | 
Pet. Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl ſhall ts 
And not unluckily againſt the bias. . 
But ſoft, ſome company is coming here, 


And ſtops our journey. 

Enter Baptiſta, Hortenſio, ac Bianca, 
Good-morrow, gentle miſtreſs, where away: 
Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentle woman? 

Such war of white and red within her cheeks! 
What ſtars do \pangle Heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become- that heavenly face ? 
Fair lovely maid, once more, good day to thee, 
Sweet Kate, eme her for her 4 s ſake. 
Bap. What's all this? 
Cath. Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, and 
ſuxct, 
Whither away, or where is thy abode? 
Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; 
Happter the man whom favourable ſtars 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow. 
Bran. What mummery is this? 
Pet. Why, how now, Kate; I hope thou art not g 
This is Ba priſta, our old reverent father, 
And not a'maiden, as thou ſay'ſt he is. 
Cath. Pardon, dear father, my miſtaken eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazzled with the ſun, 
That every thing I look on ſeemeth green; 
Now I perceive thou art my reverent father : 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. Nr 
Bop. Riſe, riſe, my child; what ſtrange vigary this? 
came 
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J came to ſee thee with my ſon and daughter. 
How lik'ſt thou wedlock ? Art not alter d, Kare ? 
Cath. Indeed I am. I am transform'd to ſtone, 
Pet. Chang d for the better much; art not, my Kate ? 
Cath. So good a maſter cannot-chuſe but mend me. 
Hor. Here 1s a wonder, if you talk of wonders, 
Bap. And ſo it ãs; I wonder what it bodes? 
Pet, Marry, Peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life, 
And awful rule, and right ſupremacy ; 
| And; 40 be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 
| © Bian. Was ever woman's ſpirits broke ſo ſoon! 
{ What is the matter, Kare ? hold up thy head, 
| Nor loſe our ſex's beſt prerogative, 
Io wiſh and have our will. 
Per. Peace, brawler, peace, 
Or 1 will give the meek Horter/eo, 
Your huſband there, my taming recipe. 
| * Bian. Lord, never let me have a cauſe to ſigh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a ſilly paſs. 
rum. [to Bap.] Did I not promiſe you, fir, my 
1 *< maſter's diſcipline would work miracles? 
Bap. I ſcarce believe my eyes and ears. 
* Bian. His eyes and ears had felt theſe fingers, ere 
< He ſhould have mop'd me fo. LIES 
Cath. Alas! my ſiſter —— | Fx... 
Pet. Catherine, I charge thee tell this headſtrong wo- 


man, | . 
What duty tis ſhe owes her lord and huſband. 
[ © Bian. Come, come, you're mocking, we will have 
no telling. | | Ed 
« Pet. Come on, I lay, 
. ©: Bian. She ſhall not. 
Hor. Let us hear, for both our ſakes, good wife. 
Pet. Catherine, begin. 
Cab. Fy, fy, unknit that threatening, vakind brow, 
And dart not ſcornful glances from thoſe eyes, 
F< To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor, 
It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads, 
< Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair buds, 
Aud in no ſenſe is meet or amiable, 


— 


Pet. 


* 
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Pet. Why, well aid, Kate, ORs. 
* Cath, A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-ſceming, thick, bereft of beauty; g 
And while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty, A 
Will deign to ſip, or touch a drop of it. 4 
© Bian, Siſter, be quiett——» |... ® 
Pet. Nay, learn you that lefſon——On, on, I ſay} 
Cath. 'Thy huſhand 1s thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſovereign; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance : commits his body 
'To painful labour, both by ſea and land, 
To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
While thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe ; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true,obedience ; 
Too ittle payment for ſo great a debt. 
Bap. Now fair befal thee, ſon Petruchio ; 
The battle's won, and thou canſt keep the field. 
Pet. Oh! fear me not 
Bap. Then, my now gentle Catherine, 
Go home with me along, and I will add 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For thou art changed as thou hadſt never been. 
Pet. My fortune is ſufficient. Here's my wealth: 
Kiſs me, my Kate; and ſince thou art become 
So prudent, kind, and dutiful a wife, +. 
Petrachia here ſhall dof the lordly huſband ; - ' 
An honeſt maſk, which I throw off with pleaſure. 
Far hence all rudeneſs, wilfulneſs, and noiſe, 
And be our future lives one gentle ſtream 
Of mutual love, compliance and 'regard. 
Cath. Nay, then I'm all unworthy of thy love, 
bf And look with bluſhes on my former ſelf. | 
Wo Pet. Good Kate, no more this is beyond my 
hopes : 
[ Goes forward with Catherine in his hand, - 
Such duty as the ſubject owes the prince, 
Even ſuch a woman oweth to her huſband ; 


And when ſhe's froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſour, 
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